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gone on her other rounds. The jingling sound came
from the enormous bunch of keys hanging at her
waist.

Next morning we decided to tell the others and
have a good laugh at our own expense. As soon as
we started our story, we saw the others looking at
each other very meaningly. We questioned them
and after much persuasion they told us that each
one of them had heard the bells and had come to
the same conclusion as we had about the ghost but
they had not told us for fear of alarming us.

But every episode in jail was not one over which
we could laugh. The treatment meted out to the
young girl-convicts made one's blood boil and yet
we were powerless to help them. The wardresses
were of the worst type and were generally always
rude and insulting to all the politicals. It was a
difficult job keeping one's temper in control when
they spoke rudely to us but it was far worse to see
and hear them abusing the other convicts for some
very petty thing^

The days dragged slowly on. We went through
the winter, sharp and bitter as only the north
knows it with no doors to keep out the cold and
the biting winds, just iron bars which were hardly
any protection. Then came a few pleasant days but
all too soon they ended; and the summer started
with its dust storms and hot winds. This was even
more unbearable than the winter days, but we sur-
vived. The welcome rains and winter approached
once again. Towards the end of December my sis-
ter and I were released. Some of our comrades had
left before us, others had come after us and we had
to leave them behind. Even though we looked for-
ward to going home again we felt a little sad at
deserting them.                      kx^A^ iV-:

Jail life had not been pleas?a|^j|| it g
a great experience. I for one wasf^ejSiglad to
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